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And abain'id hat thore 'mid want and strife,
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Anf stxmp'l on ohildbood’s brow go mild
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LITTLE PELEG,
THE DRUNKARD'S SON,

BY WILLIAM T. CQOGESHALL,

Author of “ﬂallhll', " “Ned Elton,” Tom T ;
and other Tulos. 0 i

CHAPTER I.
THR CHRISTMAS SUPPER,

Pirio, — A homeély name for a
“homely boy, but s boy as good as he
was homely. Peleg Broun, or as the
school « buys tuunt Ty called him,
beeanse his complnx!'fon was pearly
the eolor of ‘a hazel-nut, Brown Peleg,
was the only son of a worse than
widowed woman, who lived in an
hamble’ cottage on the outskirts of a
village situated u n the romantic
stream, Kishacoq L A Pennsylu-
‘niia tributary lu the noblh Juniata,

Pefog's mother—ane of those gen
the ‘women,  who seem’ only able to
hold ' Tife ‘in l‘ﬂ mnahiha- ols, but
whose ‘experience is ab e

! Blopmi—=wiis W thnn widowed, be-
~cwuse et husband, Johh Browt hn.d.for
several years, been a éonﬁmddmn-

idence that || wood
they haeé Intent strength for cloud and || i

and stealth, by 'hich he purthased

dri-l thn.t ret md
ture of' sortow, and his son & youth |
;hunn.ed and forsaken' by the boys of

is

maost boys — but & da
Péleg Brown.
apon his shoulder and his wood-saw |
under his arm, Pel
the snow, from one house to another, |
seeking a job. A

and. o it in'the wood ‘house.

)
but he “thought how man
he fllghlo:g !

wlth a e!teerhl henart, an
hand, he went @ work. Noon came
and Im sat down on his saw-buck to
eat his frug : : .

ha were'n miller's apprentice, but he
héeded not the snow or the cold, and
was hurrying with his repast, that he
might have 'the more tme to work,
when he found himself face to face,
with a' handsome, wellTdressed hoy,
about his own age, but of much larger

size, who sajd to him ;

did you have tos
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gentle wife and fosble son for his fosd, y! o a chnp that'll
raiment, and shelter, as well as for | is sawing wood an éu’rll

he means, obtained through force

at thghvillage , the numeyous
is wife & area-

age.
It was Christmas — a holiday to
of Iabor to

With his saw -buck

tradged through | '

pile of wood iv
t of the mansion of one of the |

wenlthiest men of the villuge nttracted | “ 1 only latghed ‘at him a little for
his adention, and he begged the pri-
vilege of sawing it int)

raper stove-
engthn. He was told that he might
carry it into the back yard, saw iL,
Tt was
was a small boy,
comforts ||
his ‘mother with rhe
the job would bring him, and,
a willing |

ob. Peleg

! mother.

—= "

1863.

sui_t you. _Ha
istmas to
pie at night. 'Ain't he & character ?"
“ What charaoter,” inquired ‘the
father, enlchmg the last words, ““come
Frank, what mischief have you been
to now ¥’
“ Nothing, Pa,” réturned the boy,
“only 1 h been out to see m
when 1 found a character in :L a.rd
—the son of drunkard Brown is sur-
ing our !mod and I had some fin

mth.;
ou did not make fan of Hig vals-
fortunes, T hope, my son,"” said. his

“ No, mamma,” ,ml.umed anl

|

: Night was nppmachlng Jittle Pelag

NUMBER 6.

epared to quit work for the dn

is “job" was not finished, ]
#ent a modest request into e hmw
that, as it was Christmas, he might

be > paid for what he had done; pro-
mmni; to come on the morrow and
eomplete his work., His request was
Enntcd and he was cu,ni’n!l!y 'g'lucmg
e hard earned si @ poc-
iet of kis r:ggvdj wbelu young
towqh him
It was Jine ; whoh-d determined to
do something for the drunkard’s hon.
whieh “E cause him 'to fo
Frank’s harshness, and vemem
that Ohristmias with pleasure,
She spoke kindly to Peleg, and told

| having to saw -wood on Christmss,
and being content with a nice pie at
night”’

13“ That was vaughty, Frank,” said
Jane.

“Come, come, Jane," lntermpte,l
ihe father, “1et Frank have his sport
to~day, You' may presch to him to-
morrow. But, Frank, you must not
assoclate with drunksrd’s sods and ||
wood - sawyers. It is bad enough to

him ‘he must not think hard of what
her brother had said. He was ‘&
htless boy

fdid'nt on|y for a moment, kind
w " gaid Peleg # | know he doesn’t

what it is to be a drunkard’s son.
1 am a goor boy, but I’ve got a |
nolher.l’::d I love her.” e
ou are a good boy,"” said Jane,
here a moment, 1 have some-
g to oem! our mother

|l.

Per “"ﬂl ; In*ifinf

« Hallos, little fellow, how much
\ for Christmas?”
“1 had nothing sir,” honesily ans-
wered Peleg, somewhat astonished at
the abrupt question, ** but if I work
well to dP{ mother will make me a
nice pie when I go home.”

¢ Hu, ‘ha,’" cried the wall dressed
bov—' work on Christmas and gef a
nice pie for it. You’re a listle unfor-
tunate. Where do you live 17 p

This was said with an air, as if the
speaker . ded Peleg a curiosity ;
but Peleg ‘was too honest to notce
such irony, and he answered frankly,

«1 live in the little house back of
the church on the cummou.“

“0Oh! ho! then you're the son of
drunken Brown, No wonder you
g‘n t have money to. spend on

ristmas. I had three dollars—my
father am’t a drunkard,”’

Peleg was hurt--sorely huri—bot
he thought of his mother and utl.ered
no retort. He made his saw .
glibly through the wood, and:
attention to the careless, bay that had
taunted him, When he turned around
fo get & stick of wood to luy
upon his he notice/l that his tor-
mentor was gone, .

. Thia boy, was, the anly son of the
‘merchant for w Was sawing

yard he ran
_h" mothen

ko ¥ b
ma:;ﬁm?‘np lh the latfen, ﬂ xlm..
Pl’

kved, depen&e&t upoh the efforts of his

hm parlor. Asahe walked to her ||
own room, the tears sitarted in her|.
eyes, and her heart said, ‘' Why does
not father love me ? Ha tdls me I

'am homely. He says Frank is his

only pride ; but I love father, though
he never does call me Pet, I'm sure
H I do associate with drunkard’s child-
ren it’s not to disobey Pa, but it is

1hm‘igoo 1 to eat, and wear,
for this, and other peolglc aay 1 am
good. Why does not

this question, and still she could find ||
no answer, but, that she was a homel
irly and Frank was.a handsome boy. |

worldly mans—one whose heart was
on houses, and lands, and stocks, and
bills—that be loved Frank becauss he
was fine looking, and, what the parent
was pleased to term, a “sharp” boy—
that he expected him to snswain the
credit of the house of Pridare & Co.,
and that he had nothing to expect of
Jape, because she was not only home-

ly, but seemed to have no joy in the
society  of the rich and proud who vis-
ited his house — would rather, even
when it stormed, a basket of
clothing around to the poor children

arlor and play the piano for yisitors.
g‘rank laughed at Jane for these
“sofims.”’ " He loved the das]nn.g cofm-
any  that visited his father's house—
Ee was well pleased when his father
allowed him to sit down with the
jproud visitors to a rich, supper, and
‘drink the choice, wine which flowed
freely around the board. Sometimes || the
his molha thought he took too much

wine, but the facher said,
“ No. Jtdon't hurt him. ‘He's of
the real Pﬂdlru stock. knows

| what good wine is, aad it is,gged for

« There's & character in’ tl:e yard

[ him.”

hnva one m the- fnmﬂy given ig mcb

mand to Jane.  She felti, and ||

he did not feel that her father was a ||

1

in the neighborhood, than sit in the || plete

, ppoa M- Semin, b
skit, which was carefully. 6
'and which Peleg found to be hanvy,
| when Jane put it into his hand, say-
| ing,—

* Carry this to your mother, and
tell her it is from Jane Pridare.”

“We are not beggars,” was on
Peleg’s lip, but Jane smiled upon him
50 swéetly, he could not sny it. Thank-
‘mg heér with a tone which mnde her

because I love to see them have some- || heart thiill, e bid her good evening,
Ma loves | and ran homeward

He had worked
hard, and he was tired; he carried his

a love me 9"‘ wood-saw and buck and a heavy bas-
Again, and ogain she asked herselr'| ket, but the remembrance of

ane's
[ smile'was warm in his heart, and he
walked not a swep until he reached

Y | his mother’s cottage.

He wag gladly received—joyfully
' welcomed, and the basket was quickly
opened. , There, vicely and carefully
packed, was an assortment of delica-
cies such as Peleg had never partaken
of, and such as his mother had not
been for many years.

The | mother prepared the Christ-
mas I'?por in the neatest style her
meagerly farnished house would allow,
‘and, when Peleg had dressed himself
in his Sabbath-school suit, they sat
down|to such a repast as had: never

in that cottage. There
Wils Ipt ong thing waeting to com-
e husband anda fther
could mot partake with mother and
son. e was at the village grog-shop,

sﬂerh&-hﬂ mhdlmhamato
hu mdhund mdmdngbf.lne

" Th'ﬁﬁlﬂ left for' Ihahlabnnd
amt‘ﬁumﬁnﬂm
tempiing manner she ouuld

M s was lin: no siood  for
“mu Alirew himaelf upon

the (I‘-t.dmu
‘hm’#ﬁi

again s s00n a8’ it wan! light, seeking

P log put down his saw-buck, and .




